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“Come, hail with me the gleams of joy With me the vocal shell employ igi 
That brighten round the Poet's hi lo mourn the gloom that wraps his bed.” } } 
tL 
VOL. 1} AUGUST, 1825. [NO. Il. ‘ 
aS ee aa a a aS ee ; 
om - ae scum a ‘To tell, * here rests the brave;” ny yy 
FROM THE PEOPLES ADVOCATE. hen sons of Spam, awake! awake! 
Ove ute smiles upon your destiny ; 
. : Rush, rush to arms for freedom’s sake, 
* Une pensce coleur de rose, And fight for death or vietory. 
Jife’s joys are few—alas! how few ! en 
J _s yeahes ' . PROM THE AMERICAN SENTINEL. 
Its tears, its smiles, some briefsuus nuinber 
Sey on one rose, the his ght, the dew, Stansas. 
With glist’ning drops its leaves encumber, ‘The heartfelt vow we stil] may breathe, 
‘Though sad our ling’ring hours; 
. ' reese « a ; al j ’ 
And ah! one rose supports the = ! And still may call affection’s wreath, 
Phe ray, the ; ar, Of piss o NOE ENS Nor care from whence the flow’rs. 
\s on ous faithtul heart may ta » | Who has not felt that love may live 
Phe drops of many a sorrow'’s Weeping ! Where tender hope is blighted ! 
' bl 1 bricht ir And ardent friendship still forgive, 
av bai ‘ighten still, ’ 
And it may bloom and brighten sti L’en where its vows are slighted ? 
Till the. last blight of Autunin sear it, 
And then a ling” ring odor will Oh! yes—on being’s sluggish track, 
‘ \ S 4 ete tor { 5: 
To mem’ry’s sacred wish endear 1 Some transient joys will fall, 
\\V hich taithiul mem’ry can give back 
ah! if frail and fai 189 ) rn 3° S 
Butah! if suse } gy s too, ! lo cheer reflection’s call ; 
Its hue ~~ di face Me ba i ae Pers a _| And though the heart is dead and sear 
I hen paoidedy a ee 3 ge | nt ; ahiee Beneath the touch of sorrow, 
at cease each tender sig sherish,. nee , ; 
hat cease each tender sigh to SIMON ome thought to love and friendship dear, 
vreyersy From by-gone times ’twill borrow. 
FROM THE BALT. MOKNING CHRONICLE. | Sonnet. 
Kuvocation to Spain. Res 
rHE NEW MADE GRAVE. 
Can thread restratain the Eagle's flight; Ty : eee hich ¢} 
: . ’ icre¢ asa ew- AGe 2TE 24 MN ; ne 
Can snow withstand the fire; Pay chee b emagisl i Ain On WiC the sul 
: 4 : s western beams we ring 3 
Can pow'r forever con que r right, OS EIRENE 28 th sco 
“, Oi those in sable garb, that sorrow-worn, 
@r reason quell desire : 
; , Approach’d with him whose earthly course was 
if 80, the patriot s hopes of joy | ne - 
: : lly | then remember’d it was dug for one | run. 
Must now no longer beam ; Who should have wellies tl 
o j osnou ia 3 er » > 
A tyrant’s sword must still destroy, Of thi ? . sok hi ea tb Abe morn 
, ? § Sa eve, on Cc si 
And lile’s dark crimson stream, | ows ’ a ton | oe ae Bere 
I'o the abode of those whose days are done ! 
In Vain must flow | Acad che ix wekniaa’ teau ie , 
’ . ; Ana sie lGOW 8 2eU8 r a 
O’er fields of woe, ae * ° eds, Who tmougn 
—a» 
Where freedom lives the shadow of a dream. | The bride’ tr tood all ie 4 
~~ . dese ) rs > 
‘Then sons of Spain your slumbers break, | Gracin @ Bay ie pings » SSH a ‘hold 
2 . = I as 1g > DD 
Fate smiles upon your destiny ; Of one . , a4 pa ; ith the am Si ) 
case , d S 0 oo frozen in her ow sp 
Sons of Spain,awake! awake! | To feel tae dent ’ / ~ ye ve hed 
i 0 e Ss aep or Lie e i 2% 8 4 ». 
And burst the bands of slavery. . ‘Spr, OF DAVE 8 tear to Ene Mp 
O’er the lov’d relics of the happier dead, r 


We see the morning’s golden rays 
Shine with effulgent glory, 
We see the warrior’s battle days 
The fav’ rite themes of story, 
But yonder sun more bright will shine 
Above a freeman’s grave, 
And fame for him more wreaths shall twine, 
Than if he liv’d a slave; 
Aud o’er his tomb 





Shall laurels bloom, 
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FROM THE ONONDAGA JOURNAL. 


SSorrows of Bife. 


There is acalin for those who weep, 
A rest tor weary pilgrims found : 
They softly lie, a sweetly sleep, 

Low in the ground. ONTGOMERY. 


When this achix,z heart shall lie 
In the ex. th’s cold, silent breast, 
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A withe breev i rai? A, 
ten ny tharruyy ji ‘¢ ) i 
Then will Sorrow’ re nt ti 
Th i will woe | marawny 
Augu i) ‘Uy hiil i 


Then the ‘torm of bit wille i 


And despair be nought to n 
(sath ring W shal! ue e; re e, 
i iy hia le le iu 
Dhen the sorrow ‘ | el 
Will have tled 4 er on; 
\ vi Tt I ' ’ \ I 
by iriemls in it) ve 
What-are all the scene ot lite 
Crriel tocome, and pl ! fled ; 
“4 i of drear atthetion tri 
hy that «i Vill the dead 
Thy ‘ ‘ ‘ t ‘ 


ln my lost and dark cares 
Gia late bleak aud troubld a 

Not a frend or pleasure near. 
” + + " 


But these pains of mine will cease, 
When this form is cold and dead; 
‘Then my heart shall rest in 
In its lone and ¢loo ny bed! 
Now, when all my joys have gone, 
And when hope has fled for aye 
When suns have set that brightly shor 


Ah! why not then be tar away! 


Why not be sleeping in the grave, 
When life has lost its loveliness 

Far, far from passion’s stormy wave, 
Or blighted hope’s unwish’d care 

. When peace has fled, “tis sweeter iar 

‘lo rest in deep sepulchral gloom, 

Than gaze in vain for one bright star, 
Que ray ol hope this side the tomb. 


FROM THE NEW-YORK AMERICAN. 


Whe Founter’s Bride. 


| 


And build me a hutina sylvan dell 


Where the Indian boy, in his bark eanoe, 
Like a dolphin cleaves the waters blue ; 
And beneath the moon of summer sky, 
Basks in the light of his lov’d one’s eye. 
For I long to roam onthe mountain side, 
‘T'o hunt the deer as a hunter's bride. 


Yet pure isthe breath of the mountain air 
And rugged the path in the hunter's way, 
Though toil and trouble his course pursue, 
Health tinges his cheek with a dusky hu 

And in fleetness he rivals the wild gazell 
And his heart m the forest can love 
That [ long to roam on the mountain side, 
And wear the garb of a hunter's bride. 


Li¢ 


My joy shall be by the silent shore 


THE GARLAND. 


i will go to the lan 1 where the hunters dwell, 


And my home shall be by that tranquil lake 
Which none but the hunters’ paddles break 


Vet sweet are his dreams at the close of day. || 


o well, 


Tn watch the re ri Of jis fi nz rs 

Anil 4 i breast { t ipl ake 

Lhie ecldve i rd nm murmul Drees 

\ snl kie, and ecu way 

fin t thor 1 thee lverray: 

Lod iis h t i gladden to hear my song 
S ‘ ur as he paddles along ; 

And | er will depart from the mountain side 


FROM THE NATIONAL JOURNAI 
Che Wreath. 
FO THE HUNTERS BRIDI 


The Hunter's bugle, sounding wild and lone.’ 


Ma( uy. 


Oh! why shouldet thon seek. maiden, to be 


lhe bride of the Hunter, wild and tree 

V\ hat charm can allure thee to dwell by the 
iat 

i i 


Vhich none but the oars of the Llunter break 
Phough the bright sun of nature gladdens the 
rene, 


And her paths and bow’rsare lonely and green 


iOh! think thee, fair maid, though the summer 


mooi 


On the mountains is bright, yet the clouds will 


oon 


| O’ershadow that light,so belov'd, m the sky, 


And its lnstre be dim to the Hunter’s eye. 


| What charms can exist in a life so rude, 
|For a maiden lovely artless, and good? 


Can she joy to behold the deer in their flight, 


} And the spear of the hunter their beauty blight: 


Can she joy in the pangs of the dying herd, 


|} Or the plumage soil’d of the wounded bird 

| The scene may be sweet at the ev’ning hour, 

| When o er the wide lake comes the dash of his 
| And nature may shine in ail her pride, | oar 


But sad were thy lot as the **Hunter’s bride.” 


| , 
i Sweet woman was made not for mountain fare. 
iThouch = the 


breezes of Heav’n play freshly 


there 


| Though health on their wings is wafted along, 


And melody glows in the woodland song. 

She blooms in the scenes wher ollly are foun 

| Society's blessu smiling around ; 

in sweet interchange of feeling re fin’d, 

| And all the bright treasure of soul and of mind, 

[But unknown In the forest or mountain sie, 
Are those treasures of soul to the Hunter’s 

Bride. 


Go not * to the land where the hunters dwell.” 
Joy cannot bloom in so wild a dell; 


Though coarse and rude is the mountain fare |The thoughts of thy heart but deceive when 


they say 


| That happiness lives in the wilds far away : 

No temples are rear’d there, where praises are 
sung, 

0 flow’rs of gladness by piety flung 

o solace the heart in its moments of elo m, 

nd hallow the pathway that leads to the tomb. 

hen roam not, sweet maid, oer the mountain 
wide, 

Nor envy the lot of the Hunter’s Bride. 

AMYNTOR, Jr. 
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SPECIMEN OF THE GERMAN BALLAD \nd meet them, as the gay bird meets the 
Phe baliad has no where been so completely nat Sprite, 
LiTal 7ed ws Wi eet any Lhe vr wri imallaits € j Brush ny tie cle w-irep trom the morhing 
iM nha wondert ij degree. ihe peak sik i rehive low't -_ 


’ jeatue 
Dip iad, pre jobar to au advanced state ol Civilzalon An | breath 


ing mirth and gladness, Now she 
with the su ple ty and pature of the older trag 


With movements fashion d to the deep-tou'd 
ent Of popular Waditon (,oethe Who bast 


; beil . 
RPOUEH SINE SVET) Gepartment of science An She came with mourning sire, and sorrew ing 
literature, has displayed the same pre-e nence ly) ; © 
the behtand gay strams of the ballad, as in the Irie ane 
magnificent creations of Faust and Ta Phat) nd tears of those whoat her side were nured 
which we have subiomed is versified ne as liter. | By the same mother. 
ally as tbe diilerence of he language 3 will pe rit Ah! and one was there 
Nat. side. | Who ere the fading of the summer rose 
—_— Mad hw ito vreet her as his bride. But Death 
FROM THE GERMAN OF GORTHR. |} Arose between them. lhe pale lover watel'd 


_ 


: So close, her pourney through the shadowy vale 
Che Pisher. That 


almost to his heart, the ice ot death 


‘The water roll"d—the water swell’d | Enter’d from her’s. ‘There wasabrillrant Mush 
4 fisher sat beside; ' , OL youth about her—and her kindling eye 
} ’ ‘ es ; 
Calmly hi patient watch he held | Pour ‘d such unearthly il ght, that hope would 
« i is ‘< ; ‘ 
Beside the tre h’ning tide ; hang e hile ‘dl 
And from the oozy ocean deeps ik y ‘hn on the are her ‘s urrow, While it < ropp 
4 water maiden rose | ep poison, Many a restless night she toil'd 
For that slight breath which held her trom the 
She spake to him, she sang to him- | tomb, {sun 
* Why lur’st thou so my brood Still wasting like a snow wreath, which the 
With cunning art and cruel he art Marks for his own, on some cool mountain's 
heunning art a art, 
From out their native flood: ' breast, } ; 
Ah! couldst thou know, how here below. | Yet spare +, and tinges long with rosy light. 
Our peaceful li elide o'er }———(ii o'er the musings of her silent couch, 
Cs bua ilve * : 
Thou'dst leave thine carth and plunge beneath Came visious of that matron form which bent 
ur } satan el ; ’ , With nursing tenderness to sooth and bless 
vw seen OUT tp pac Siuare, } : 
\}icr cradle Gream: and her emaciate hand 
Bathes not the volden sun his face {ta trembinny | ray r she rais d-—that he who 
a ¥ } ace, 
The moon too m the sea: i saved 
And rise they not froin their resting placc [he sainted mother would redeein the child. 
More beautiful to see = Was the ortson lost W hence then that peace 
“~ i } = _ »f i , ’ _ . ‘ 9 
A df lures the » not thie ciear deep hc Lven 0 love bine. ettting \ oul that lov a 
Within the waters blue.- arth and its pleasures ?——W hence that angelis 
And thy form so tair, so murrord there ener . . 
In that eternal dew 2” | With which th’ allarements of a work! so dew 
Were counted and resign’d? that ¢ log uence 
lhe water roll’d—the water swell’d So fondly urgimg those whose hearts were full 
It reach’d his naked feet ; Otsublunary happiness, to seek 
He felt as at his Love's approach |} A better portion: VW hence that voice of joy, 
His bounding bosom beat; W hich trom the marble lip in life’s last strife 
She spake to him, she sang to him, burst forth, to hail her everlasting home ¢ 
His short suspense is o'er ;— Cold reas‘ners! be convine’d. And when 
Wa “n} i , ’ ; 
iWalf drew shie him, hali dropp’d hie 10 | ; yé stand : 
And sank to rise po more | Where that fair brow and those unfrosted locks 
il Sadun tO t © ilit ° 
soca Retura to dust—where the young sleeper 
Ni , 
FROM THE CONNECTICUT MIRROR. wail 


The resurrection morn—QOh ? lift the heart 


The Burial of the Poung. lu praise of Him, who gave the victory H. &. 


roo 


here was an open grave—and many an eye 
Look’d down upon it. Slow the sable hears« 


Viev’d on as if reluctant! yit bore Cousolation. 


The young, unwearied form to that cold couch Why weep’st thou, son of earth a” 
Which age and sorrow render sweetto man. | Why weithes thy pallid brow in inward strife, 


~There seem’d a sadness in the humid air, | Or heaves thy bosom with convulsive sighs 
Lifting the long grass from those verdant!O artthou weary of thy lonely life, 
mounds 


And pantimg for a being in the skies ? 
Where slumber multitudes;— Speak! let thy grief come forth ! 


FOR THE GARLAND. 


—'There was a train 
Of young, fair females with their brows of| 
bloom, 
And shining tresses. 


Hath some beloved friend 
| Left thee in loneliness to sigh and weep, 
Arm inarmthey came,| And ever more to feel thyself alone— 
And stood upon the brifk of that dark pit, Thy lovely bride who on thy heart did sleep, 
Ja pensive beauty, waiting the approach Or she who gave thee birth—her only one, 
@ftheircompanion. She was w ont to fly, Beloved without end? 


: 








ee 
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Perchance, t il i if i if An the rougn fiant Ol many an age, 
Ot some faitial f ! now | i un WV hoch nds mm the rear of the arden, | 
Baring thy boson nake to the KbOW, 
And mock ry ol th world; ana ireugh and! but branches are gone, for the hurri ane's 
th " rage j}coming blow 
‘Thy heart me and thou ine ay Hath expos d tue tall trunk to the next 
Alone must Lie e Be i trop the sweet ties that conmect us 
below, 
And find no comtorter in all iT al man is unsocial, and longs to be free, 
‘Thy sorrows an j thy 41 WT See Wie lal | Bail, Sobel! d his wi he s. th y h aveh-Ward 
And persecuuion follow thee anil ¢ I glow, j to Thee! 
And wound thee sore, and thou can’ st trelat And he turus, with dwe homage, Great Parent 
Thy yriet to any friend, but bra t the Joad 


As twere thy fun rat pail 


The sweet friends of thy youth, 
Thy kindred loves, the truest and the best, 
All may have leit thee, or by death or worse, 
Keen cutting treachery ; and in thy breast 
Theu blessings « hang’d mtoa with ring curse, 
And memory’s th oft 


rrave ith. 


Yet wes p not o'er thy doom 
As those who hide their treasure in the dust! 
Though thou art poor and scarce can’st lay 
thy head 
In peace to rest, yet fail notin thy trust 
Of Him who watches o’er thy humble bed, 
There's ight amid the gloom ! 
The hand, that erst sent food 
Len in the beaks of ravens to the Seer, 
And manna o'er.the desert wilderness, 
Will serve thy Wants e’en in thy rreatest lear, 
And in the agony of thy distre 
Reveal unlook’d loi good! 

Then weep no more nor sigh! | vain, 
The SurprkE™Ms Goon wields not his power in 
Forgive thy foes, and love them for Ais sake 

Who sees and will relieve thy hardest pain ; 
‘Trust Him aud weep not aud thy heart will 
take 
[lis image from the sky I, 
Metrospectioit. 
How sweet to look back th h th ista ol 
j irs, lwell 
On themes that enraptur’d our childhood to 


Keach object dey i, remembrance endear 
And makes the full heart to 
swell ; llov d well, 


While, thoughtful, retracing the scenes we 


“arte 


Witla 


emotion 


They seem like the swift passing visions of, 


night--- [den dell, 

The mountain, the grove, and the deep hid- 
And all the gay sports that imparted delight. 
The stream, that meander’d o'er meadow and 


fall, | mall ; 
Where the miller, so happy, attended the 


And the marks of decay, which now hover o’er 


all, 
Remind me of those who are lifeless and still! 
The forest of walnuts that eimetur’d the nll, 
Where the squirrel was hunted infhollow resort; 
And the cresses that grew on the banks of 
the rill, 
Recall to my mem’ry each favorite sport. 


L bas youthful COM pabions, who play d on tiv 
lawn, 
When pastime successively circled the year, 
lu the summer of mirth, when 
thorn, 


No more but in fond retrospection, appear, 


no rose had a 


Like fairies whose footsteps are hight as thé 
' oir, 
And leave not a trace on the dews of the morn. 


Like the hues of the rainbow, so transient!) 
fair, 
That season is past—it will never return! 
The days.of our boyhood were transient and 
bright, 
Ere passion had poison’d the innocent mind, 
As lightnings which glitter a moment at night, 
And leave along season cf darkness behind 
Then aye to th’ emotions of pity inclin‘d, 
We wept for misfortunes we could not control ; 
‘The olive of peace with the myrtle entwind, 


And the gush of pure feeling came fré i 
the soul. 
tlow sad to reflect that the feelings we knew 
Will never return to the desolate heart! 


‘ 
tA 


And that friends, who were formerly const 
and true, [to part ! 
Weredoom’d, in the dawn of their friendshiy 
tlow often the tear will unconsciously start, 


For the ties which were broken by death's 
chilling frost, | impart 
When the brightest of ; pects, that hfe « 
In oment of sorrow, were blighted and lost ! 
Yet we fondly retrace the remembrance ot 
hours, | care 
When the mind was unknown to affliction and 
In fancy revisit the desolate tow’rs, 


Avid renew the dear images hovering there 
So the florist, in winter, will often repair 
To the spot where his garden once smil'd o’e: 
the plain, [so fair, 
And sigh that his flow’rets, which blossom’d 
Should blossom to fade, and no glory retain. 


| 
} 


| Buttheir beautiful tints are vet fresh in his view 
| As those which were seen on the humming 
bird’s plume, 
When she balane'd around them to rifle thei 
dew ; | relume— 
And he knows that the spring will their glory 
Though flow’rets and gardens continue te 
bloom, [ ground, 
Each season that clothes, with profusion the 
The hopes of my youthful days sleep in the 
tomb— 
' Oblivion forever encloses them round ! 
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No more will I tune the disconéolate lay, 


Or m . for the dreams of felicity fled ; 
There's pleasure, in winter, when thinking of] 
May. 
In reviving the colors of roses long dead ; 


So shall the remembrance of years that have 
ped 
‘To join the past lioks of eternity’s chain, 
On age their lost lustre beniguantly shed, 
lo waken their lovely enchantments again 
A. H. 
—_——=—_B 


FROM THE NEW-YORK AMERICAN. 


Tis night, each warrior calmly sleeps, 
The sentry strictest vigil keeps ; 
Heard ye the clarion’s silver tones ? 
And hark the trumpet’s clanging breath, 
Those notes are nature’: dyiug moans, 
That sound the harbinger of death. 
To arms, to arms, our foes advance ; 
Rach gallant knight poise well his lance ; 
Qne short vow made to heav’n above. 
Then strike for Liberty and Love. 


Oh! who the freeman’s thought can tell, 
That moment ‘ere the bugle’s swell, 
Borne on the blast of heav'n afar, 
Stirs on his spirits to the war— 
[tis not fear, though in his hand 
frembies the mortal deadly brand ; 
It is not hate, though im the strife 
He'd scorn the foeman’s prayer for life. 
Dwells he upon his lov’d one’s form ? 
Well may the thought his bosom warm. 
What greater laurels can he claim 
Than Beauty’s smiles—that son of fame : 
But “ts not love—his country’s wrongs, 
Her blasted fields, her slaughter’d sons, 
Alone awake his spirit high— 
‘These, and the thought of victory. 
Onward they come enwrapp'd in gloom, 
Fach column in its dark array ; 
No standard bright, no waving plume 
Cheer’d on the warrior to the affray. 
The measur’d tread, the footstep slow, 
Alone throughout that gloom was heard ; 
Until, in accents deep yet low, 
Broke forth the Christian's sword 
That moment, from the serried rank, 
Burst froth the lightning flame, 
And centerward from either flank, 
The pealing thunder came. 
A moment, an unearthly light 
Shed o'er that scene a splendor bright ; 
Yet ere the transient gleam had pass‘d, 
One glance the minstrel thither cast ; 
“Twas all, for with that glance he knew 
That freedom’s children still were true. 
What boots it here the deeds to tell 
Of foemen join’d in awful strife ; 
Che blast of war, the shriek, the yell, 
When the rent spirit parts with: lite 
Io other bards we leave the iale, 
The fallen warrior to Wail. 


The night is past, the battle done, 
By Freedom's gallarit- warriors won. 

The crests that late so high were borne 
New lowly press the crimson plain. 





The waving standards dimm'd and torn, 

Their bearers number'd with the slain, 
For home, for home the conqu'rors turn, 
With hopes of bliss their bosoms burn ; 
bright eyes shall smile on those who strove 
tor Heme, tor Liberty and Love. 


a & B. 


FROM THE MASSACHUSETTS SFY. 


The Pour of Peace. 


O come sweet hour, the hour of peace, 
With heav'nly ray break thro’ the loom ; 
\Viy wo-worn mind asks thy release, 
And chides the tomb. 


Here mis'ry holds her silent reign, 
Hlere swift wing’d sorrows fly, 
And embryo pleasures end in pain ; 
The y bloom to die. 


The springs of love in age are dry, 
lriendship is but a transient gleam ; 
The youthful smile is manhood’s sigh ; 
For life’s a dream. 


There's not for me one cheering ray 
‘To beam upon this vale of tears ; 


(Time slowly moves—each hour's a day, 


And days are years. 


But hark! I hear a still small voice ; 
t seems like muste from above, 
It bids iny youthiul heart rejoice ; 
For God is love. 


When storms and tempests hurtle by, 
And swiftwing’d bolts from heav’n descend, 
lll mourn not, no, nor even sigh; 
God is my Friend. 


Mercy will spread her wings abroad, 
ler watchfulness will never cease— 
I wait with patience, O my God, 
‘The Hour of Peace. P. 


FROM THE NATIONAL JOURNAL. 

Phe subject of this poetical effusion, Williars 
balconer, author of the beautiful Poem called the 
Shipwreck, is supposed to have perished in the In 
dian ocean, during his last voyage to the East In- 
dies. Some surmise that the vessel was wrecked ; 
others that it became a prey to the flames, near the 
coastof Coromandel. The latter opinion, though 
less founded than the other, [ have embraced, be- 
cause it answered my purpose beticr than the con 
mon report. D. 


The Dirge of Palcouner. 


* Aldead of night, 
The seaman’s cry was heard along the decp.” 
Oft, by neglect or falsehood driv’n, 
Worth pines beneath a hostile heav’n ; 
Its country lends no fav’ring hand, 
But bids it rove in foreign land; 
Amidst unfeeling strangers weep, 
Or eke the victims of the deep. 





Such fate was thine, whose warming straim 
Threw splendor o’er the stormy main, 







































































Pa ss 


ade the pale forms of terror please, 
And harmoniaz'd the 
tine 


lin ‘ot oe 


“as, 
song was Vain neo iol phig bore 
jhe new Arion to the shore. 
Along the seas that India lave 


Hdush'd ev ry blast, and calm’d each wave 


Pe mamas iit 


Behold the vessel wing hei way, 
And sport amd the flashing spray ; 


eee ee 


Hler course While winds couse utliog euide, 
she moves the empress of the Ude. 


iMigh pants each heart, 
stand 

Along the deck, and posits the land ; 

Spreads Coromandel’s plantain-shades, 

Aud pa.nts the shapes 


Ifope makes hes 


ol Cashmere mais; 
Delights the ear with songs, that gush 
ln murmurs from the jasmun-bush., 


But see! the smoke aspires will 
‘bhe flame— and waves its glitt’ ring 
lt revels ‘long the bark 

Phe cordage Warps——the ma 
Nor pauses Gill one volumnad blaze 
His cong uest to the dee p dis} lu 


pring 
Willies; 

extends 

’ 


{ ascel Ay, 


ys. 
Then shri kd wild annul h 
sutanie yell’d, 
On raven-wings, the 
Voit waves below 


then Despair 

Viark through the air, 
demon move 

and flare s above . 

Haid hope’s delusive dreams depart, 

And plunge his fangs in ev'ry heart! 

(inld of the Mnse! 

(Jould song avail 


‘ ; 
YO: 


in that dread hour, 
or } ancy’s pow'h : 
ruthless rush’d the fiend along, 
lo Fancy blind, and cleat to s 
j Aloft, on lucid pinions spread, 
Destruction flutter’d o’er his head 


mg ; 


ife paus’d for thought : ne path could save: 
tle hurl'd him in the lurid wave ; 

4 moment struggled——dash'd aside 

rhe billows—stemm’d the whelming tide 
Then with faint efforts yields his breath, 
Sooth’d, thus, to shun a direr death! 


FERAMORZ. 


, 


Chines 
Wi regret our inability to name the author of the 
wing well written article; but doubt not, ow 


fers will agree with us in the opinion, that its 
its entitle it to distinction and preser 


rvauon 


Onan Knfaut Sleeping. 


Sleep, lovely babe! I love to see thee sleep 
In infant mnocence serenely there ; 
“ o sins of thine have made thy soft eye weep, 
And thou art pure as angel seraphs are: 
hut soon, oh! soon, m sorrow’s thorny way 
hall thy young heart and tender footsteps 
stray. 


p, lovely babe ! blest stranger to our sphere 
\lay no rude hand e’er break thy peaceful 
rest; [here, 
imay that sun, which stiles upon thee 
Iu life’s last moments be to thee more blest, 
life, and youth, and pleasure’s airy dream 


the slows ofthe morning bea 
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Sleep, lovely babei tor soon thy heart sha 


know | bras 

The jovleses hours which other days wi 
When thy bnght mornimg hides its ballow'd 
giow, jspraing 


And life’s cold winter wastes the sweets 


i 
Phen dreammg on, thy cradled s« sno more 
Shall soothe thy aching heart, as ouce 


ol yore. 


sleep, tender babe! while on thy lovely tace 


\ mother’s wate heul ‘ ye de lights to dwell 


An | there thy miiliny wanaoecenece to trace 
Wiule the young heartolt heaves wilh many 
a swell, 


Sle: p, lendei babe! nor startle from that eles }), 
bor thy fond mother wakes with thee to simile 
or weep. 
Sleep, lovely babe! if after years are thine, 
And thou shouldst look on imfancy, iike me 
Which tells thee what thou wert 
canst be ; 
And trace with fancy’s aid th’ unbroken line, 
Thea will the tear, as on thy pillow shed,* 
Awake the dream of life, a dream forever fled 


~but ne'er 


FROM THE BOSTON CENTINEI 


Conscience, 


Phere is a light no eye can see, 
There is a voice which breathes in me 
It is of pure celestial birth, 
It is a voice too soft for earth. 
I feel it when no light is near, 
it whispers when no sound | hear ; 
It foliows wheresoe’er I go, 
it calls me from the depths of woe ; 
My darken’d fate its beams assuage, 
And guide me through my Pilgrimage, 
For ever glowing in my breast 
‘The Harbinger of eudless rest. 


O thou whose tender love outlives 
The woes and follies nature gives ; 

From Tuxeg, whose works o'er time endui: 
Descends the light of Conscience pure ; 
From THEeg, whose smileall nature seeks 
That sfiil small voice divinely speaks 

it tells me, adl thy gifts are good, 

Ji fills my soul with gratitude. 

In life’s fair hour, when pleasure glow’d, 
It heighten’d ev'ry bliss bestow'd ; 
‘Taught me that Thou weri ever near 

My path to guide, my hopes to cheer. 


Tis not when wrung with anguish keep. 
Th’ affection of the heart is seen ; 

Oh! no it cannot probe despair, 

The darkness of the grave is there ; 

Tis not, in death-bed terror thrown, 
The virtue of the soul is known; 

The pang of nature cannot give 

‘I hie stl 
Oh! 


ent hope which bids it live. 


} , 
ho, time image 


iroOwns severe, 


Thy judgements and thy wrath appear. 
But oh! *tis one long 
A life of purest piety, 
In humbie trust, which breathes of Heavr'n. 


‘Lhe worship ef the heart ts giv’n 


hope of Thee, 


















What lile so Food, trom error free, 
W ould Chime i wihatitl« 
ervice glows, 


deot il owes, 


wes to Thee: 
Ihe zeal that wi thy 
heels but th’ eternal 
Oh! never from my u 
Where thy blest lmage lives enshrin’d, 


‘Lage, 


meet mind, 


From earhest youlh to lal 


ail jade thy love irom mem ry 8 page ; 


| one of all thy eitts be lost, 


4 ‘ 


lil pleasure 8 Smalic bY sorrow croest 
| 


Oh! no, feel thy gra 


Hy good enjoy d i 


receiv d, 


No grielso cold no hour $0 gay, 


Could draw me trom ‘Thyseli away. 


if buoy’d by prile, one wan ring ihougul, 


th alluring world be caught, 


~ 


Could lt 

Phat faithful ivht, that voice so true, 
Gave all thy goodness to my view. 

It silenc’d not the glow of mirth 


But warn'd me of my transient birth, 


And check d each thought, which seem’d 


bless 
With hopes of earthly happiness. 
it said not that | must 
but te 
And short and fleeting 
W hich leads 


nol mourn; 

rs to endless joy would turn; 
is the breath 
us to the slee p {death ; 


Though derk may be our night of gloom, 


Light dawns eternal o'er the tomb. 


Oh! THov, to whose devotion true, 
he brightest of my hours | drew; 
Forever lov'd! nochange shall see 
The coldness of my zeal for Thee. 
Give me, oh give me Light divine, 


And make thy promis’d blessing mine. 


FROM THE PORT FOLIO. 


HM claucholy. 


There is a charm no joy bestows 

Nor rank, nor wealth unpart, 

lis when the tear is stealing slow, 
Aud softly sighs the heart. 
Oft have | watch’d the ev’ning sky, 
When rose the silver bow, 

My bosom heavy d—I| knew not why, 
And tears began to flow; 


Ye hearts of stone, that think no bliss 
Can glisten in a tear, 

Who think the love that sigh a kiss 
Insipid and severe ; 

Ah ne'er was turn’d on you, ye cold, 
The dew’d and tender eye ; 

The warmest love that e’er was told, 
Was breath’d upon a sigh. 

Mirth is deceit, and laughter folly, 
Bliss waits the sigh of melancholy. 


FROM THE KINDERHOOK HERALD. 


Bvening. 


t 


Oh! when, o’er days long, long since past, 


Does Fancy her soft visions wake ? 
W hen to the joys that could not last, 
Does mem’rv oft so fondly turn, 
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——— 


then 


And the whole soul with rapture burn 
As o'er Usose joys a glance we take? 


at ev ning’s hallow d hour 


Lhat other years steal on the mind 
"lis then that mem’ry's magic pow'r 


Gilds o’er those once-lov'd scenes Again 
And then we sigh, but sigh mm vain 


| That they are leit far, far behind. 


lis then we shed the 
tor tender Friend 


ilent tear, 
hy s broken « ham, 


lis then we wee pr tan those once ce ar, 


Wk 





And as 
How sweetly on the soul then gleams 
The hope that we shall meet agam., 


we watch the fading beams, 


FRANCISCO 


= ~~ 


FROM THE NATIONAL JOURNAL. 


KReficctions iu Solitude. 


* The heart-—the heart is lonely still.” 


BYRON. 


ve togaze upon the moon-light scene, 

W hen s« arce a cloud obstructs the silent roll 

Of the chasie huntres 

O'er the blue arch of Heav’n, studded thick 

With gems, whose beamy brightness proves the 
pow r, 

Whe form’d and plac’d them there m shining 


of the silver bow 


| ranks, 


| Divine, Omnipotent, supremely Good, 
| W hose glory shines in all those sparkling orbs 
jl hat hymn their praises to his gloi ious hAM 





Tin 


~ 


lL love to raze, as I do now, upon 

moon-light scene, while at the verdant 

lout 

| Of yonder hill the streamlet murm’ring glides, 

Like diamonds sparkling, o'er its pebbled bed ; 

And all around me is so calm and still, 

‘That nature seems to throw her blandest smiles 

On the drawn curtam of serene repose, 

And slumber sweetly on her own pure breast. 

That murm’ring brook, which glides away a: 
lone, 


iSeems to hold converse, as it were with me, 

| And talk m language us’d in other years, 

|\\ hen some | lov’d were near to interchange 
lhe frater fe ling with a warmth sincere. 

Ah, then I thought that mirth was folly, | When those, of whom I meditate to-night, 
Thine was the charm, sweet melancholy. |Did hand with me in many a sunny scene, 
|On which the vernal beams of life were flung ; 
When hope was highly plum’d, and passion s 


sway 


‘Color’d with dazzling hues the wide expanse, 
| We thought it wide then—of our earthly path. 





| Where art thounow? Thy race, alas, is done, 

That ardent heart, with all its hopes, is cold, 

\nd feels no more of sorrow or of joy; 

And thy lov’d harp—alas! its notes are hush’d, 

lis strings are mould’ring, broken, tuneless 
noWe 

Those strings which, when thy muinstrel-hand 

Awaken d sounds that breath’d the very soul 

Of harmony, to thrill the list’ning heart— 

thy harp ts broken; and theclay-cold sod 

Piles on thy bosom in the lonely grave. 

Thou wast my friend indeed. 


| had swept, 


I knew thee s 


Aye! in the strictest meaning of the word; 
And though we meet not here again on earth 



























4 
Viv heart will cherish thy remembrance lov d, 
Pill life and memory are dead to me 

> 7 ’ + 


Aud where were they that liv’d upon thy smile 

Andqu ifl’d the stream, the vital stream, that] 
~eye death 

Chem strength, although it hurned thee to 

Like summer flies, that bask them in the ray 

lhat shines at noo. lay in luxurious bow'rs, 

flue mualdest breath ol! it inler chill’d thei 
hearts, 

They fled, in search of some more genial skies 

Aud left thee to contend with grief, alone! 

®. much for friendship, texgn’d, pretended, 
talse--- 

Aud, yet, which passes oft for sterling coin, 

‘Tul brought to trial, when the cold world 
frowns, 

And man, remorseless, preys on rula’d man. 


Muse we on Friendship : it is rare, indeed, 
As scarce as diamonds, and as seldom found. 
Yet, | have had friends—had friends? nay, | 
have, 
In darker hours than these I prov’d them such, 
And hold them deur as light to one immers’d 
In darkness long, when first 1t breaks upon 
His trembling gaze. Nosummer flies are they 
4o flee in time of need: but souls of worth ; 
Beyond the price of rubies or of gold. 
And though, to-night, [ may not converse hold 
With those f lov’d my fervent prayer 1s breath’d 
‘That He, whose eye is never clos’d in sleep, 
May gaurd and bless them, wheresve’er they 
be. 


True Friendship is a blessing, bright and pure. 
Hypocrisy in friendship is a crime 
Of darkest dye, and well deserves the scorn 
Of all good men and true; and | would hold 
But shght communion with the man who 
prov’d 
Himselfa violator of her laws, 
Which, kept unbroken, peace and love impart, 
Ki iendship abus’d! ‘Tis like the bravo’s steel, 
‘That glides, unseen, unconscious, to the heart 
Oi vietim unsuspicious of the deed, 
The bonds of friendship, violated once, 
Unite can ne’er again—as he who breaks 
A promise solemn, and outrages truth, 
Unless fulfilment is ot in his power— 
And such may be the case, and he not lose 
His reputation as a man of truth, 
Although, perhaps, his word was rashly pledg*d 
—Can be no more believ'd although it be 
Jn very deed no fiction that he spake. 
And they who aci thus are despis’d, condemn'd, 
And they who act outlaws from the sacred 
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And mid the silent shadows wave 


bine budding flow re of memory 
ljream over scenes that long have sped 
Kiecall the forms ol early years, 

And. in communion with the dead, 


hujoy thee bliss of lear 


Phe chain of triendship rent by fate 
hive illied by a simele stain— 

‘The hopes one stroke laid desolate 
lo blossom never more again-- 
Ne’er seem #o holy and so bright 

A. when on mem’ry’s downy wing, 
Aud the silence of the night, 
Phey come, the soul illuaunimg. 


And there ts love’s sweet morning smile. 
Jiatesweetly shone but shone to fade- 
That linger’d on the soul awhile, 

Phen sunk forever in the shade— 

Oh, stull m every parting star, 

To which the raptur’d vision turns, 
Like its own spirit, cold and tar, 

But dear and glorious, it buras, 


Let others court the giddy throng, 

And scenes in sun-light pomp array’d, 
Grive me the hour that wakens song— 
lvight, with her canopy of shade— 

Give me the glowing thoughts that come 
Over the soul in scenes like thi 

That woo the weary spirit home, 

As gently as an angel’s kiss. M 


— 


Tie Davs of Pouth. 


The days of youth, those days ol joy, 
The hours of playful ( hildhood ; 
The rambles of the little boy, 
‘Throug!. pasture, grove, and wildwood 
Who can forget? Where’er we roam, 
What ties soever bind us, 
We often think of friends and home, 
And scenes we left behind us. 





Who hath not oft in life recurr’d, 
lo some bird-nesting ramble— 

Some scene of mirth that once occurr’d, 
At some piay-iellow’s gambol? 

Our mem ’ries oft those scenes renew,— 
ihe pasture lays before us; 

lhe grove, the stream are each in view. 
Lhe willows waving o’er us. 


We feel the nibbling perch, and see 

The buoy-cock trembling, dangling 
So true the dream appears, that we 

Are young again and angling; ; 
From flow’r to flow’r the hum-bird skips, 





dome 
Where virtue’s altar smokes with incense 
sweet, |'Trath, 


Such is my thought of Friendship—such of 
And he whofeels it pierce deserves the wound. 
AMYN'TOR, Jr. 


FROM THE (TRENTON, N.J,) EMPORIUM 


Stawsas. 


The throng of busy men I'll leave 
When ev’ning decks with stars the sky. 





The red breast’s singmg o'er us ; 
| The strawb’ries seem to tinge our lipe, 
That mem’ry lays betore us. 


| The spangled fly, the buzzing bee, 
Onee held between our fingers ; 
Though puerile sports, in inemory 
Bach shght unpression lingers ; 
The ball, the kite, the little mill, 
Of youth now gather round me ; 
And e’en the flocks, all bleating still, 
Most lovingly surround me. 
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iu the tollowing, we are présented witha very 
happy transiatien from the Spanish, preserving 
alithe smoothness, me lody and volume of the 
original tougee, in convexion with the diversity 
It i certain! 
the production of a vigorous and a c'ase mind 


Some few 


harmony and aptness of our own 


equi ly worthy ofeavy and emulation 
instances of fa'se taste, however, may be percess 
ed as. we are in doubt wi ether raise’” int 

Si stanca s ould not have been rendered * rtse ; 

to this may be added, an oversight alwavs to be 
avoided, via: a recurrence of the same rhy ne 
ju the 3d and 4th etanzas, as * astray’ * prey 
* away.’ &c.—both having the same terminati: i 

away” in owe (4th) twice repeated. 
could only be owing to carelesaness for whic 


the eminent success of the translator may we 
plead an apology The preservation of the a 


ticle we are confident, will be gratifying to ou 


readers 


Qroche Severna, 


I gaze upen yon orbs of light, 

Those countless orbs that gem the shy , 
Each in its sphere serenely bright, 

W hecling its course how silently ! 
While in the mantle of the night 

Barth and its cares and troubles lie. 


Temple of light and loveliness, 
And throne of grandeur, can it be 
That souls, whose kindred loftiness 
Nature hath fram’d to raise to thee, 
Should pine within this narrow place, 
This prison of mortality ! 


What madness from the path of right 
Forever leads our steps astray, 

That, reckless of thy pure delight, 
We turn from this divine array, 

Yo chase a shade that mocks the sight, 
A good that vanisheth away! 


Man slumbers heedless on, nor feels, 
To dull forgetfulness a prey, 

The rolling of the rapid wheels 
‘That call the restless hours away, 

While every passing moment steals 
This less’ ning span of life away 


Awake ve mortals! raise your eyes 
lo yoneternal starry spheres— 
Look on these glories of the skies ! 
Then answer how this world appears, 
With all its pomps and vanities 
With all its hopes and all its fears 


What, but a speck ofearth at last, 
Amidst th’ illimitable sky, 

A point that sparkles in the vast 
Efiulgence of yon galaxy ; 

in whose mysterious rounds the past, 
The present and the future lie. 


Who can look forth upon this blaze 

Of heav’nly lamps, so brightly shining ; 
Through the unbounded void of space, 

A hand unseen their course assigning ; 
All moving with unequal pace, 

Yet in harmonious concord joming 


Who sees the silver chariot move 
OFthe brieht moon. and gliding slow 


wi 
# 
of” a 
f “% 
be tts. we ; ae 9 i _ a 
2a: ~ ae ae P Pe 


Phese 





The star wl ose lustre from above 
Rains intiuence on the world below 
Or the re sple ndent Queen of Love 
So bright and beautifully glow 


Or, where the angry God of War 

Kolis redder ona the troubled way ; 
Beyond, the mild majestic star 

That o'er the gods of old did sway, 
Phat beams his radiance from afar, 

And calms the heav'ns beneath his sway 


Where Saturn shows his distant beam 
Sire of the golden days of yore, 
Orwhere the starry host, that seem 
Thick as the sands that line the shore, 
lrom their eternal seats a stream 
Ut glory and of radiance pour ? 


Who that has seen these splendors roll, 
And gaz'd on this majestic scene, 

But sigh'd to ‘scape the world's control, 
Spurning its pleasures, poor and mean, 

lo burst the bonds that bind the soul, 
And pass the gall that yawns between 


There, in their starry halls of rest, [ made; 
Sweet peace and jov their homes have 
There, inthe mansions of the blest, 
Diviner Love his throne hath laid, 
With ever during glory grac'd, 
And bliss that caunot fly nor fade 


O boundless beauty ! let thy ray 

Shine out anatterably bright ; 
Thou placid, pure, eternal day, 

bhat never darken’stinto night; 
Thou spring, whose ever gieen array 

huows notthe wasting winter-blight 


O fields of never-dying green, 

Bright with innumerable flow’rs ' 
O crystal rills that glide between 

© shady vales and sunny bow’rs ! 
Hath mortaleye these glories seen, 

Yet clung to such a world a) ours * 


fo The Sun Dial. 


BY BERNARD BARTON, 
My ear is pain’d, my heart is sick, 
When all beside is silent round, 
To hear the clock’s unvaried click 
Kepeat its melancholy sound. 


Tis irksome in the dead of night, 
lo have time’s progress thus made 
known, 
And his irrevocable flight 
Prociaim’d in such a sullen tone 


To know that thus in darkness fly 
Boous far beyond the gift of kings: 
That m, ments—hours—are gliding by, 
Which bear no records on their wings 


Nothing to show their lapse redeem’d, 
From dull oblivion’s barren void ; 
But idle, useless, uneste¢m’d, 
Have found and left us unemploy'd 
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Ketter 1 love since time must pass Land of the luca thou art tres 
lo witness in the! git of day | lhe rod that gull d thee broken 
} hie Ome SS BANU rains in the gla | bhiat spirit chainless as the sea 
Ky slow suces pass away lhy tyrants doom hath spoke Oo. 
j Cjur Southeru Sisters WV ashington 
Wit still more joy to thee fturn bor thee a glorious meed bath wou 
Nicet horologe for bard to love | And Fame is bearing fast and fat 
Lime's sweetest Hight from thee | learn, | lhe deeds and name of Bolivar 
Whose lore isborrow'd trom above 
| Land of the Incas! thou art free, 
e stoi ot war i t ng 
The worldly use of time may need rh ” ssl A 
Lees cumbroust hiv its curse to tell | Aad pt ace aud joy then jubilee 
: ) it i ‘ " 
5 Sawn the menteinn tenets bn r | L pos y hills are keeping . 
le ead and feel its vu) ele spell Pi oes of love shall sottly ta ’ 
lnstead of battle’s bugle call 
And mercy’sbright and gentle ray 
I love, in some sequester d nook , 
Wash murder’s guilty stam away 
Oi antique garden, to behold . ° 
| hie pat ol thy sun lig hte d book cee 
* ——— 
fis touching homily untold 
PROM THI COMMERCIAL ADVERTISER 
~——- 
On some old terrace walk to greet SSounet. 
iN “a sigh Ahiich y | 
: lhy form—a sight which never clo QO it is sad the grief of years to share— 
s more thought the t and di j : 
4 ) . ho t. it than we ma u Phi hopel bs eriet - and teel the biting sting 
0 feeling, than arts thie st toy 
cenng, as § Custiiest loys love mem ry, and the darkness of despair, 
lo blast the hopes that fancy cherishing 
Phese seem to track the path of thine Had pamted long and love ly . bright and fair ; 
By vulgar means which tian has giv'n, lOh' itis sad to see such vision fade 
) . i ! s | ? 
Lhou ina ple silent and sublimn { bie “Vv D.l) ike day’s last hues to night S st puichral 
But show st thy shadowy sign from shade : 
And feel that hopeless thrill that will impart 
— butlerabie ablytish v0 1” hea 9 
( tt bl guish to the heart 
jhat knows no rapt’ rous Gream oT future joy, 
1KOM TAR MASSACHUSETTS YEOMAM Phat feelsno ple asure from the mourntul past ; 


Ove to Peru. 


Land of the 
Cline of the sun's bright daughters, 


Incas! thou art free, 
Lie long loud shout of vi tory 

is swelling o'er thy waters; 
Phat walking yvotce, that trumpet tone 
From off the Andes’ top has gone 
And trom thei ecboes bear alon, 


The 


glad, exulting choral song 


i) hills 


la sunny night were slee ping, 


thou wast beautitul—thy 


And onthy mountains’ silver rills 


From rock to rock were leaping 


Phiv splendid te mpl s litted high 


bhear golden domes withm the sky 


And happy gurls with braided hair 


And snowy veils, were kneeling there. 


O, thou wastlovely, ere the arm 
tound thee, 
Aud spoilers tore away each charm 


Of rude aggression 

Of loveliness that crown’'d thee ; 
But when the lawless bandit came, 
With Olive bragch and friendship’s name, 
He smil’das Treason oft has smil’d, 
Then slew the victun he beguil’d 


With death his way the Spaniard pav’'d, 
For death and carnage cryimg, 

And where his bloody banner wavy'd 
Thy peacetul sons were dying ; 

His conqu’ring arm has fail’d at length, 

And thine is bar’d in youthful strength ; 

His wet red flag is furl’d and torn, 

While thing aloft is proudly borne 





The dreary thought of what the soul 


And only rolls upon the anxious eye 


must 
taste, 


Upon ‘he tuture scene's uncertain waste ! 


i ieeeeeennied 
— 


FROM THE TRENTON EMPORIUW 


Stansas. 


Where’s the man who seeks 
Hlaste 


Untold the scroll and write his name 
Lis all the him 


foi 
—the laurel give him— 


iit 


grave will leave 

Where is he that toils for gold 
(rive let nought alloy «— 

When a few briet days are told 

No more can he enjoy it 

W here’s the bosom swell’d with pride 
Spare '—I would not wound it— 

For Death shall twine at eventide 


His mean scant garment round it 


Where's the heart on pleasure bent { 


Pour—a double measure— 
Health and life to-morrow spent, 
(ione will be the treasure, 


Where’s the soul that looks above 
Pleasure, gold, and glory-- 
Such as earthly passions inove, 

Such as live in story— 


Take each cup of joy away— 
Lo others fill’d and giv’ n-- 

Oh, what are all these baubles~—say— 
To him whose home js Heav’n ? 


MARIAN. 











+ROM THE TRENTON EMPORIUM 


Ftusings. 


1 never look upon the blue 

Bright sky tha evening spreads to view 
And all the glories rich and rare 

Phat burn in dim radiance there 

From the taint light of the least stat 
That twinkles in its orb afar 

lo the bright planet in whose ray 
Dwelis the rich twilight of the day 

The glowing moon whose mellow beam 
Lig! ts ip the weary pilgein Ss dicaw 
Lhe glorious sun undimm d and brig hi— 
Ou hiseterual threae of lent— 

But teelings of devotion rise 

‘To Him who spread those splendid skies 
And trac’d on all their noble trame, 


These beauteous records of his name 
7 7 r 


I never look upon the earth 

Teeming with spring's luxurious birth- 
The gay green landscape wet with show'rs 
The budding trees and blooming flow'rs 
The silver waterfalls that throw 

To the pure aw thew wreaths of snow, 
The mountains tow’ring toward the sky. 
The vales that far beneath them lie, 
The birds that skim the dewy ai 
And sport in happy freedom there—- 
fhe gorgeous town in pomp array d 
And the cool cottage hid im shade, 
But trom the lovely scene $b turn 
To Him whose latent glories burn 
Thus dim, but holy and sublime 

In this far distant realin of time 


ALMIREZ 


; 


_—_—_—_—_— 
FROM THO SALEM GAZETTE 


The Battle Ground. 


Oh, calm and holy is their rest, 
Phe mighty of that day— 
By many a heart their names are blest, 
Though years have roll’d away, 
Since they have siept upon the held 
Where they were Freedom's shield 


The mother shed no tear for hin, 
Lhe oflspring of her pride, 

Who, when his country’s light was dim, 
For her in battle died: 

She wept not for her valaint son, 

Who fell where he had won, 


The tear is on the maiden’s check, 
But wherefore does it low ! 

The tear of sorrow does not speak, 
Although her love lics low 

There beains a glory in her eye 

For him she may notsigh, 


Oh, who of mortal heart can tread 
Upon the battle ground, 

Where not in vain their blood they shed, 
Who rose at Freedom’s sound, 
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Nor feel that none are blest like those 
Who find such sweet repose ! 


ipcaven. 


W ee p, thourner for the poys that tade 
Like ev ving lights away 
bos hopes, that, ihe the stars, decay'd 
Have lefi thy mortal clay 
Yet clouds of sorrow will dispart, 
And brilliant skies be giv'n, 
And though on earth the tears may start 
Yet bliss awaits the holy heart 
Amid the bow rs of heavin;: 


W here soles Of praise are ever sung 


4 


lo angel harp, by anget tongue 


Weep, mourner, for the friends that pass 
lato the lonesom grave, 

As breezes sweep the wither'’d grass 

Along the whelming wave ; 

Yetthough thy pleasure may depart, 
And darks om 


And lonely though on earth thou art 


faye be given, 


Yet bliss awaits the holy heart, 
When trends repom im heav'n | 

W here streams ot joy glide ever on, 

Around the Lord’s eternal throne 


——— 
oe 
FROM THE NEW-YVORK STATESMAN 


Mappiness. 


| sought thee in the haunts of men, 
bhrough tashion’s giddy maze ; 

I sought thee in the silent glea 
Through pathless, trac kless ways 
"Neath splendid domes, in humble cot 

I woo'd thy smile, but found it not 


l sought thee in the festive hall, 
Where friends convivial mect : 
But there a secret voice exclaim’d, 
Beware! there dwells deceit 
The shade thou seek’st, can ne'er be found 
W here luxury spreads her bane around 


At dissipation’s shrine [knelt 
And sought thy tathuence there ; 
i dram d the wine-cup—--soon | teft 
Id grappled with despair : 
i dash d to earth the pois’nous bow! 
\ud spurn'dits madd ning, base contro) 


| sought thee in a foreign land, 
Over ocean's bi iny tide, 
And tound, mid pleasure’s glitt'ring band 
Thy favour was denied 
“Lis not where mirth and glee resound, 
Lhat happiness is always found 


I sougiit thee in the hermit’s cell, 
The solitary S Seat, 

And thought on carth if thou didst dwell, 
“Twould be im this retreat: 

But even here thou wert unknown 
Lhou dwellest not where man’s alone 


Through ev’ry varied scene I pass'd, 
Of pleasure, pain and strife, 
in search of thee, and found at last, 
Thy blessing in a wire ! 
For when afiections firmly bind 
lhe heart, there happiness we find 
ALBERI 















































Dow stic Pappiness. 


AY ST. GEORGE TUCKER, ESQ. OF 


VIRGINIA 


Ihrice happy they the happiest of thei kind ! 
Whom equal stars m bymen's bands unite 
Whose constant 
twin d, 


lu sweet endearment 


hearts, by mutual love en- 
live, and calia delight 


Who in each tender look can read the heart, 
And every hope, and fear forestall 
In pain and pleasure bear an equal part 

And in each other find them eartily all 


aud wish. 


Who wm their lovely babes new pledges find 
Of bles uprivall'd, and unceasi: 
Which heart 
bind, 
Which tune but ripens, and not death destroys 


4 JOY A. 


| 


to heart, in love more cle 


se ly 


Who on their kuees the litth: pratthlers hold 
Andto their ligpiogs lead « willing ear, 
Whilst all the wande: moving tale is told 

That prompts the smile, or caus'd the glitt’ring 


Who view their littl gambols with 
In which some playful ds 
And the 

bright, 
And prophecy of their maturer years, 


delight 


vy or kitten shares ; 


note sparks that mark the genius 


Who cultivate their minds with pious care, 
And teach the virtues in their breast to glow 


To heay’ns high will to bow with heart sincere 
And look beyond this stormy world below 


Who when their silver locks bespeak them old, 
And death prepares to fold them in bis arms 
Shall in their Sons a Caro’s worth behold 


And in their Daughters,all Lucreria’s charms. 


Be this my lot-——beveath the rural shade 
Where peace and comfort, and contentment 


dwell, 
(hur mutual trust in Gop '!—-in death, our aid 
lhe same our graye-<the same our fun'ral 
knell 
wee 
PROM THE SALEM GAZETT} 


@Ocean. 


the ocean has its silent caves, 
Deep, quiet and alone ; 

Though there be fury on the waves, 
Beneath them there is none 


The awful spirits of the deep 

Hold their communion there ; 

Aud there are those for whom we w eep, 
Ihe young, the bright, the fair 


Cally the wearied seamen rest 
Beneath their own blue sea, 
The ocean selitudes are blest 
For there is purity. 


The earth has guilt, the earth has car 
Unguiet are its graves ; 

But peaceful sleep is ever there 
Beneath the dark blue waves 


THE GARLAND. 


Phe 


> tat 


we 


sutiful stanzas tollowing, 


prey ously 


are, 
1 


ia 


is have given transation 


rom the Spa yeh: equally creditable for delica 
of coacepuon, and vigor of expression bot 
the author and the translator. We have rea 


ou to believe them the work of a different pen 
from the preceding, but to our view, partaking 
irgely of the softest character‘stcs of genuine: 
oetuc teelmg 


—- 


Zo the Guening Star. 


THE 





‘KOM SPANISH OF LUPERCIO LEONARDO D} 


ARGENSULA 


Pura inciente estrella.” 


() fair and goodly star 
( pon the brow of nigh, 

[hat trom thy silver cai 

Sheot'st on the darken'’d world thy friendl, 
higelit : 

ihy path is calm and brigit 

Through the clear azure of the starry way, 

Aud from the heav'nly height 

Thou see’st how systems rise and pass away 

Ihe birth of human their blossom 
and decay 


hopes 


Oh ! that my spirit could 
Cast off its mould of clay 
And with the wise and good, 
Make wings unto itself and flee away 
That with that bright array 
We might look down upon this world of wo 
Even as the god of day 
Looks on the restless ocean-flow, 








And eyes the fighting waves that pant 
and foam below 
\las it may not be— 


For mortal fetters bind 

To dull mortality 

Ihe prison’d essence of th’ immortal mind 
Our course is too confin’d,— 

And as, beneath the sun that blaz’d too brighi 
The Cretan’s waxen wing declin’d, 

Before the splendor of unmortal light 


Our failing piniens fall, and plunge us baci 
to night. 


Then let my course below 
Tothem be near allied— 
Far from the worldly show, 
Through dim sequester'd vallies let me glide , 
Scarce be my step descried 
Amid the pompous pageant of the scene ; 
But where the hazels hide, 
Cool stream or shade their leafy screen, 
Mine be the grassy seat—all lovely, lone and 

ereen 


Within those verdant bounds, 

W here sweet to car and eye 

Come gentle sighs and sounds 

The current of my days shall murmur by 

In calm tranquility ; 

Nor doom'd to rollo’er Passion’s rocky bed 

Nor slothfully to lie 

Like the dull pools in stagnant marshes bred, 

Where waving weeds are rank, and noxiovs« 
tendrils spread 












































































ihe tollowing lines we belleve, may be attri- 
buied toa periodical work « ed the Cerrstan 
Disc t} t pubi shed i te Ww ‘fa BlinCE itt li ‘' 


ford, Coun Tine ccasin to 
their origm, te one fraught witha peculiarcha m 
and we cannot but 


which the, owe 


grant. that the writer has « 
picted its beauties with a delicate aud glowing 
pen 


Stansrs. 


WRITTEN APTER A SUMMER SHOWER 


The rain is o'er; how dense and bright 
\ on pt arly ‘ loud rr postig lhe - 
Cloud above clouda glorious sight 


Coutiasted with the clear blue skies 


lu grateful silence earth receives 
Phe gen'ral blessing, fresh and fair 

Lach flow’: expands its littl leaves 
As glad the common joy to share 


The soften'd sunbeams pour around 
A tay light, uucertam, pale— 

The wind flows cool—the scented grownd 
ls breathing odours on the gale 


Mid yon rich clouds’ voluptuous pik 
Methinks some spirit of the air 

Might rest, to gase below awhile, 
Then turn to bathe and revel there 


the sun breaks forth; from off the scene 
lis floating veil of mist is flung, 

And all the wilderness of green 
With living drops of life is hung 


Now gaze on nature—yet the same, 

Glowing with life, with breezes fann’d, 
Luxuriant, lovely, as she came 

Firstim hei youth trom God’s own hand 
Hear the rich music of that voice 

That sounds trom all below, above— 
She calls her children to rejoice, 

And round them throws her arms of love 
Drink in her influence ; low-born care 

And all the train of mean desire 
Refuse to breath the holy air, 

Aud mid the living light expire ‘ 


sMelaucholy. 


Tenderly pensive as the orbs that shine 
Thro’ the mild dews that weep for parted 


day, 

Art thou—enchantress of the thoughts that 
shrine 

Their vestal light in sorrow’s sad array ! 


Thy cheek is of the frail fair hues that ley 
All palely round the dyimg summet’s bea , 
Around thy brow the yew’s sepulchral bay— 
Dear to the living—hallowing to the dead 
Ah! where is thy lone step unconscious sped 
Musing on bright and nameless mysteries— 
The beautiful and graud, sublimely spread— 
L hrough starry nature, thy rapt spirit flies 
hou art a form of truth, but not of love, 
Thine eye is turn’d to heav’p, thy thouglits but 
rest above h 
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Che Grave. 


BY BERNARD BARTON 


lL love to muse when none are nigh, 
Where yew tree branches wave, 

And hear the winds, with softest sigh 
Sweepoer the grassy grave 

lt seems a mournial music, meet 
lo sooth a lonely hour ; 

Sad though uo be, tt ismore sweet 
Than that trom pleasure’s bow's 

i know not why it should be sad, 
Or scem « mourntul tone, 

Ualess by man the spot be cold 
With terrors not his own 

lo nature it seems just as dear 
As earth's most cheerful site ; 

Phe dew drops glitter there as clear, 
The sun-beams shime as bright 

The show'rs descend as softly there, 
As on the loveliest flow'rs ; 

Nor does the moonlight seem more fair 
On beauty’s sweetest bow'rs 

Ah! but within—within there sleeps 
une 

Lhe loathsome earth-worm winds and creeps 


o'er whose mould’ ng « lay : 


And wastes that lorm away 

And what of that? the frame that feeds 
lhe reptile tribe below, 

As little of their banquet heeds, 
As of the winds that blow 


oe 
—_——- 
THE WN. ¥. 


BStansas. 
Along the rugged path of life, 
_wiid and drear, 
Where nought is heara but toil and strife 
Vad nought but cares appear ; 
And where, for ev'ry tragrant flow’r, 
A thousand thorns arise 
And joy’s uncertain, fleeung hour, 
Like meteor, glows—and dies 


FROM EVENING POS) 


So lonel 


There is a light that brightly shines 
Mid passion’s wildest rage, 

Acharm veround the heart that twines 
From childhood up to age 

Phat light, that charm,when storms arise 
Like hea’vn’s own beams appear ; 

The light—1t shines from beauty’s eye, 
The charm—is woman’s tear 


The monarch, on his lofty throne 
The lowly village swain, 

\like the magic niluence own, 
And bow beneath their reign 

When wavers hope’s ansteady light, 
And dark is reason’s ray, 

Oh, then, with radiance pure and bright 
They light our dreary way . 


E’en at the last and dreadful hour, 
When fears, and death appil, 

‘The spirit owns their mystic pow’r, 
And lingers at their call. 

And when above the lowly grave, 
Its head the willow rears, 

Brighter and greener does it wave 
Bedew'd by woman's tears \ 








~ ies. acer 


\pproa: h, with halting ste p and slow. 
A icllow mortual’s doo: 

In health Laww tim go away, 

With manly step and visage gay,— 
biis sorrows were no more 


] saw & maain prison bound 

With tron walls and chains around,— 
Phe child of mise ry; 

| quickly saw the moving bar, 

The bolt recede, the doo: aja 
The prisoner was Iree 


I saw the sick man in his bed, 
With vo kind hand to press bis head— 
Death seem'd around to stalk : 
I saw the monster yield his prey, 
As some sweet voice was beard to Ray 
lake up thy bed and walk 


i heard the sland’rous tale go torth 

And tat the gale from south to north ; 
Isaw the maiden pine ; 

I saw reverted every ear ;— 


I saw the maid without a tear, 


The lily-wreath entwine 


I saw the simple go astray 

And tall to vice an easy prey >— 
The sword began to draw 

I heard a voice the victim cheer, 

As some sweet angel dropt a tear, 
And blotted out the law 


I saw erroneous nature go 

Blind-told into the paths of wo ; 
To trown the world began ; 

I heard a voice Of sWeetness Say, 

‘Tis nature’s doom to go astray,” 
‘ Shew me the perfect man.” 


These words, blest CHARITY, were thine, 
Phou daughter of the skies benign,— 
‘To whom the task is giv'n, 
On earth to wipe our tears away, 
fo set them right who go astray, 
And lead the way to Heav'n 
PYTHIAS 


ToA Land Bird. 


Which settled on a vessel several miles from shore 


Welcome, weary, winged stranger, 
Welcome to our rocking bark ; 

Welcome, ‘mid this wide-spread danger 
As the night grows wild aud dark 


Why suspect us ? we are friendly, 
Cease thy flutt’ring, go to rest-- 

Wea resting place will lend thee, 
Here benighted from thy nest 


Yes, the hardy sailor hails thee 
\s a wand’rer fromthy home : 
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PROM THE BALTIMORE PATRIO 


Charity. 


j saw aman.a child of wo 


Wonders what can so tar Wing thee 


| lempt thee, ike himself, to roam 


Kut here's one whose gentle bosom 
Feels hind pity s higherswell; . 
To his bosom, wand'rer, welcome, 


There thy sorrows, stranger, tell 


Coine and pour thy little sorrows 
lhey shall touch some kindred chords 
lun'd to syinpathy, which borrows 
Strength from what its aid affords 


Yes, here's one to grief no stranger 

One whose breast for thee can move; 
Come, then, litthe airy ranger, 

(ome, and all his pity prove 


; 


Mecollections. 


I'll sigh not, though the flow'rs of youth are 
with'ring and decay d, 

Winch bloom’d in ite spring-tame of truth in 
loveliness array’ d-— 

fhough they have pass d and leit me here, to 
wailin sorrow now— 

Lil dry the quickly bursting tear, and sooth 
iny fever d brow ! 


I've look'd in mem'ry's eye too long upon its 

happy hours, 

I've listen’d to its joyous song in pleasure’s 

gorgcous bow rs, 

But ab! when sorrow,with its shade, had 
clos d around iy head, 

| touch'd the transient serenade, and gs00n its 
beauty fled! 


| ‘woke from youth's too blissful dream, to find 
its pleasures gone— 

fo find what now to me doth seem a place 
where hope hath flown, 

And on its gay and golden light, which shone 
in day s gone by > 

Spreads out the pall of sorrow’s night to 
quenc® its revelry! 


Though o'er me the blue sky hath smil'’d, and 
nota cloud appear’d, 

Wien Twas youth's deserted child, and hope 
iny pathway cheer d— 

Yet now | look on what hath been, with dim 
and faded eye, 

And tears shut out its fields of green,and clouds 
are in the sky ! 


Aud to the grave’s deep night I look, where 
mis'ries all are past ; 

Where fortune’s frowns I may not brook, or 
bie its stor my blast ; 

\i! from their weary burthens here, the sor- 
rowikg are atest, 

And triends cau yield the silent tear upon my 
silent breast. 


Oh! I can look toward the tomb, witheut a 
mournful thought ; 





l’'ve pass’d my youth’s delightful bloom, and 
to despair am brought— 





Ys 

























































And, to scenes I cherish d long ago, have bade 


a sadadieu | 
| 
lotheir bright streams meand ring flow, and 


to their heav'’u of blue. i 


And though | could but rly view 


these joys depart, 


brook to 
Yet but one lag'ring gazel took, aud rent 
from my heart, | 


them 
Phey shone like beav'n’s resplendent bow, up 
on life's wizard scene 
And like 


bow rs ol green 


so fled theu 
5. DA 


its brief delusive show 





FROM A LATE LONDON PAPER 


{ The following beautiful stanzas, by Mr. Bow- 
ring, are from a small volume entitled ‘‘ Ma 


j 
Sinte Viator. 


Look around thee ! 

On her wings of darkness, sweeping 
Rarth's proud monuments away ; 

See the Muse ot Hist’ry weepiig 
O'er the ruins Time hath made ,; 
Strength in dust and ashes laid— 

Virtue in oblivion sleeping 


fins and Vespers. 


see ey cay 


Look around thee! Wisdom there 
Careless Death confounds with Folly 
In a common sepulchre ! 
See th’ unrighteous and the holy, 
Blended in the genital wreck 
Well those tears may wet thy « heek— 
Fears of doubt and melancholy 


Look around thee! Beauty's light 
Is extinguish’d: Death asse:ables 
Youth's gay morn, and Age's night— 
And the steadfast mountam trembles 
Athis glance, like Autumn's leat; 
All, he is Vain—-is brief— 
And the tyrant ne er dissembles 


cries 


Look behindthee! Cities hid 

In the night of treach’rous story ,; 
Many a crumbling pyramid, 

Many a pile of senseless glory 
lemples into rams harl'd, 


(fragments of an earlier world, ) 


Broken tanes, and altars hoary 


Look behind thee! Men, whose frown 

Made whole natious quake before them— 
What is left of their renown 7?— 

Wrecks around, oblivion o'er them 
Kings and conqu’rers !—where are they 7— 
Ask yon worthiess heaps of clay, 

Oh, despise not, but deplore them! 


Look behindthee ! Bards sublime, 
Smiling nymphs, and solema sages— 

Go! inquire their names of Time; 
Bid it read its earliest pages. 

Foolish questioner! If Fame 

Guard through years a cherish’d name— 
Fume itself decays in ages. 


Look before thee! All the glare, 
Ail the pomp around thee glowing, 
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All that charms the eve ov ea) 
Sirains of softest music fowme 
(race and Beauty —all are sped 
loward the ruins of the dead 
fhither theu and thine are going 
Look before 
W here 
Dhou wiltbe compe!l'd to halt, 
Lhou wilt be no mar 


thee ' Atyon vault 
lime's ravage is recorded 


Te garded 
Than the meekest, meanest slave 
Sleeping in a common grave 
Lnre spected—unrewarded 
Look betore thee ! At thy leet 
Monarchs sleep like 
Where the voices 
Where the fair ones smiling 


mecaner creatures , 
; 


HOW BO Sweet 
features 


Hopest thou to ‘scape the tomb /—— 
Phat which was thy father's doom, 
Will be thine, thy son’s, and nature's ' 


Look above thee! There indeed 

Mav thy thoughts repose delighted 
lt thy wounded bosoin bleed, 

lt thy tondest hopes are blighted, 
There 


There a sun of splendor glows ; 


a stream of comtort flows, 
Wander, then, no more benighted 


Look above thee! Ages roll, 

Present, past, and tuture blending- 
tiarth hath nought to sootha soul 

‘Neath Affliction’s burden bending, 
Nothing ‘gamst the tempest’s shock ,; 
Hleav'n must be the pilgrim’s rock, 

And toward tleav’n his steps are tending 


Look above thee ! 


Saw such pleasures as await thee ! 


Never eye 


Phought ne'er reached such scenes of joy 
As are there prepat ‘d to meet thee 7 
Light undying, seraphs’ lyres—-- 
Angel-welcomes----cherab chows 
Smiling thro’ Heav’n’s doors to greet the: 


——— 


————— 


BWope. 


BY HENRY NEAL 


Oh! why should we seek to anticipate sorrow, 

By throwing the fow’r of the present away 

And gath’ring the dark rolling clouds of to 
morrow, 

fo darken the generous sun ot to-day ? 


tlow often we brood over misery, madly. 
Till we murder the hope that was sent to in 


spire ; 

And pleasure, grown old and decrepit, turns 
sadly 

lo shake his grey locks o’er the tomb of his 
sire 


Cherish hope—and though life by affliction be 
shaded, 
Sull her ray shall shine lovely and gild the 
scene o'er ; 
the dew-drop that glistens on leaves 
when they're faded, 


Like 





Ag bright andas clear as it glisten’d before 





~ 
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FROM THE MASSACHUSETTS SFY. 


ToA Lady. 


How chang’d that forehead once so fair, 
Round which were tresses braided 

Eve grief its lines bad pencil dé there, 
Or gloom its beauty shaded: 


And ah ' thine eye was sweetly bright, 
With maideu joy and glodness : 

But sorrow now has dimm ‘its light 
And hung ‘ts lid with sadness 


I knew thee once—a happy one— 
A gay and smiling creature, 

Who bail’d life's bright exulting sun, 
With bliss on ev’ry feature. 


Dark disappointment’s venom’d sting 
Had wever dar’d to wound thee ; 

And love and youth were clustering 
In vernal brightness couud thve. 


Hope bent up: morning sky 
Her bow of »: mise o’er thee, 
And hung in rich and various ye, 


Her fairy dreams belore thee 


An‘ though the golden sun be set, 
That gemm’d our morning hours 

A fragrance bovers round them yet, 
Like that round summer bow’rs. 


For ah! on childhood’s sinless prime 
A holy light is painted, 

That mildly shives through after time, 
By all its cares untainted 


The memory of visions gone— 
The thoughts of time departed— 

Ere grief had put its mantle on, 
Or ereatear had started. 


These, these shall live-—-the sunny isles 
That deck life’s stor my ocean, 

And long their sweetly beaming smiles 
Shall quell its wild commotion. 


Then, ’mid the clouds thato’er us roll 
In stern and angry fleetness, 
We'll turn us to that nectar’s bowl, 


And drink again its sweetness. E. 





¥ROM BLACKWOOD’S MAGAZINE 
Che Elm Trees. 


Oh! may these trees be ever green, 
Perpetual spring enwreath them, 

May bloom on ev’ry bough be seen, 
And lovely flow'rs benvath them ! 

Be fresh each leaf, be strong each form: 
No biting viads impair them ; 

And may the red wing ofthe storm 
Pass ever by, and spare thei! 


Twas here, in boyhood, that I stray’d, 
When nota care molesied ; 

With her I low’d, beneath this shade, 
On suramer days, L rested 


IL feel those years revive again 
So sweet! and tar departed— 

Ab ' thoughts like these are worse than vaiw 
They mock the broken hearted ! 


It is a melancholy scene 
lo view the woodlands yellow, 
And winter's snow, where late serene 
Wav'd Autumn's barvest mellow ; 
bur ‘iis a more desponding truth, 
To teel that we must sever 
From ail that gave delightto youth, 
Despairing, and forever! 


Asin amirror, vanish'd years 
This well known view is raising, 

With lightning glow the past appears 
As thoughifull am gazing ! 

May no rude hand this spo deform, 
No biting winds unpair it; 

And may thered wing of the storm 
Pass ever by, and spare it. 


CowLey Itis said of this amiable and me- 
lancholy man, and fine poet ; that once in con- 
versation with a friend, he observed ;—‘“If I] 
had a son inclined by nature to the folly of 
vi iting poetry, | should bind him trom it by 
ihe strictest Cconjura@ons of a paternal bies- 

Whilst all our sympathies respond to this 

ui ejaculation, we would have reminded its 
author were he still living, of an equally sen 
entious remark by iiss Bowdler— 


‘+ There is a destiny tu this strange world 
‘* That oft awards an undeserved doom !’’— 


‘“ A celebrated poet of Scotland said, that 
while a boy, and tending the flocks and herds 
amon, the mountains, he was inspired witha 
spirit ot poetry by the mountains, by the 
winds, and by the solemn sullness of night.— 
Indeed it is generally admitted, that the char 
acters of a people are iniluenced by then local 
situation, as w ll as by climate, education, and 
ther circumstances.’ 


ne 


‘‘ The truer lyric strain and higher poetical 
qualities of Collins obtained no notice. [tis 
a fact which ought never to be forgotten by 
those who would know what is the worth of 
contemporary opinioa, when left to itself, that 
Coilins’ Odes remained, for many years after 
their publication, utterly neglected, and al 
most unknown ; insomuch that when the poct 
acquired a small fortune by bequest, he re- 
turned the bookseller the sum which he had 
received for the copy-right, repaid him all 
his expenses, and commitied the large re- 
mains of the impression to the (lames. it was 
not till nearly thirty yeers afier his death, that 
Cowper had ever heard his name. He was 
ficst informed of him in Johnson's Lives of the 
Poeis, and was so little impressed by what he 
saw there, that he called him a poet of no 
great fame, and appears not to have formed 





the slightest conception of his powers 














ERY TO PATRONG. . 

(7 The Editor of this work, would hasten 
the numerous friends who have agiranlg, ce 
novel undertaking :-—were the delay that 
its regular publication owing to neglect or other fault, on his own si 
Such, however, has not been thecase. While he feels himself 
for tho ee of approbation with which he has thus far been hopored, 
ithe hitherto untried attempt to preserve, in stme durable form, a 
meritorious proportion of the fugitive poetry of | 
observe, taat providential circumstances of domestic vicissitude, te- 
gether w.th measures fur removing the establishmea toa wider sphere, 
in order to ensure its periodica! appearance, as at first intended—have 
been the principal causes to which so long a suspension of the work 
are ta be attributed. In the inierval,"he is pleased to say, that a suffi- 
cient accession has been received to his list of subscribers, to encourage 
a renewal of the work, and that he is engaged in arrangements accor- 
dingly, which will enable him to issue it on the plan @riginally contem- 
plated. Due notice will be given of the appearance of No’s, 4 and 5, 
now in preparation together, It wili also be perceived that the sub- 9m 
scription price, to take date from the commegcement, is now fixed at 
Tuntx Doiiars only, for the year of twelve numbers, ; 

{> Editors with whom the *Garianp” ts exchanged, are respect- 
fully requested to give this notice an insertion, 

{> Lrratum. We are sorry to rote an error of the compositor, 
which unaccountably escaped us until too late. gp article “ Invo- 


catiwn to Spain,” at page 33, the first line shoul 
“ Cum thread restrain the eagle's flig 
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Ap: i, 1826. 
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CONDITIONS. , 


1. The “ Gaxtanp”’ will be published in monthly numbers of 16 octavo pages 
tlouble columns cach, on new type (procured for the purpoje) and fine paper; 
calculated to form an elegant volume at the end of the year. 

2. An appr opriate vignette title-page, engraved by an experienced ertist, will 
accompany cach volume; iegether with a correct Index, agi list of Subscribers’ 
names, ‘ 

3. The price te Subscribers will be Tanes Dotians per year; $2 peyable in 
advance; $1 on delivery-of No. 6. ' 

4. Subscribers at a distance, will be regularly supplied with their numbers, by 
mail, carefully directed, or by distribution from our Agents wherever established. 

Persons obtaining five Subscribers, and being responsible for payment, will 
receive a sixth copy gratis 


TF Ail communications to the Editor, (in future at New-York) to be post paid. 
a 


Sutscriptions and payments for the “Gartayp” will béréteived by the follow- 
ing gentlemen, as Agents :—and Editors of papers, erally. 
iMiam A. Colman, David Bates, George Bond, New-Yora—Alden Spooner, 
Brooxiys, L. 1.—Cummings, Hilliard & Ce. Bostos—Norman White Provipesce, 
R. 1.—Davis & Force, Wasninetor Crry—Terheun & Co. New-Bruyswicg, N. J. 
~S Shaw, 8. W. Johnson, Jr. ALpany—John Mortimer, Pau.svetrui—Pear- 
son, Little & Robinson, Porrtass, Me.—H. Huntin , Jt. Harerorp, Conn. 
—John Mill, A. S. Willington, Cuarieston 8. C.—S. H. Jenks, Esq. Nantucket, 
—D. Fenton, Treytos, N. J —James Bogert, Geneva, N. ¥.—Mack & Andrus, 
Irnaca, N. ¥.—James Comstock, Batistos Sea-—-Giazier & Co. Hattowsg1, 
Me.—-Edward S. Coale, Bactimons—R. Haskins & Co, Burraxo, 
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